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DISCOURSE. 


u  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his." 

Num.  xxiii,  10. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  pillars  of  our  spiritual 
temple  is  shattered  and  broken — one  of  the  rarest 
and  most  fragrant  flowers  of  this  part  of  our  Lord's 
heritage,  broken  in  its  stem,  and  bruised  in  its 
leaves,  is  fast  turning  into  dust  and  dishonourable 
ashes — a  "  bright  particular  star"  in  our  firmament 
has  set — a  devoted  Christian,  a  faithful  and  valued 
friend,  a  beloved  wife,  and  an  affectionate  and  che- 
rished mother,  has  been  taken  from  our  midst;  and 
we  come  to-day  to  sympathize  with  the  church,  to 
condole  with  the  bereaved  husband,  and  to  weep 
with  the  sorrowing  children. 

But  while  nature  extorts  the  tribute  of  our  tears, 
and  we  are  constrained  to  weep  and  mourn,  it  be- 
comes us  not,  as  Christians,  to  sorrow  as  those  who 
have  no  hope.  Thanks  be  unto  God,  who  giveth 
us  the  victory,  we  have  a  hope  like  an  anchor  to 
the  soul,  both  sure  and  steadfast;  and  though  the 


storm  beat  upon  us,  and  the  waves  of  the  agitated 
ocean  are  lashed  into  foam  around  us  by  the  sweep 
of  the  tempest's  dark  wing,  yet,  if  faithful  to  the 
teachings  of  God,  he  who,  in  the  days  of  his  per- 
sonal ministry  among  men,  hushed  the  winds  and 
the  waves  by  his  word,  will  rebuke  the  tempests 
that  assail  us,  and  speak  peace  to  our  troubled 
hearts. 

" If  a  man  die,  shall  he  live  again?"  is  a  question 
which  has  attracted,  exercised,  and  defied,  the  se- 
verest scrutiny  of  generation  after  generation.  And, 
unillumined  by  the  heavenly  light  of  revelation,  man 
would  have  been  left  to  grope  in  obscurity  respect- 
ing the  deeply  interesting  question  whether  the  light 
of  life  was  for  ever  quenched  in  the  damps  and 
darkness  of  the  grave. 

But  blessed  be  "  our  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ,  who 
hath  abolished  death,  and  hath  brought  life  and  im- 
mortality to  light  through  the  gospel,"  he  has  strip- 
ped the  grave  of  its  terrors ;  and  though,  like  him 
of  old,  we  bury  our  dead  out  of  our  sight,  it  is  in 
strong  confidence  that  the  sepulchre  will  yield  up 
its  trust  at  the  command  of  Him  whose  life-giving 
voice  shall  penetrate  its  darkest  recesses,  reani- 
mating bones,  and  dust,  and  putrefaction,  and  that 
thenceforth,  to  those  who  die  in  Jesus,  the  heavens 


will  be  bright  and  serene  for  ever.  We  are,  there 
fore,  not  left  in  doubt  concerning  the  destinv  of  our 
departed  friend ;  we  have  the  most  satisfactory 
assurance  that  the  shattered  elements  of  the  pillar 
torn  from  our  earthly  sanctuary,  reunited  and  beau- 
tified by  the  hand  of  the  heavenly  Artist,  shall  be- 
come a  polished  shaft  in  the  celestial  temple ;  the 
flower  that  has  faded  and  withered  within  the 
enclosure  of  our  Zion,  has  been  transplanted  to 
bloom  in  perpetual  verdure  in  the  garden  of  God ; 
and  the  star  that  has  set  with  us,  has  risen  in  un- 
dying splendour  upon  the  vision  of  angels  and  of 
the  inhabitants  of  heaven.  Saved  from  her  sins, 
justified  and  sanctified  through  the  blood  of  the 
covenant,  she  has  accomplished  the  end  of  her 
being,  and,  faithful  unto  death,  she  now  reaps  the 
reward,  her  head  wears  the  crown,  and  her  feet 
touch  the  stars. 

"  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Dear  spirit,  rest  thee  now  ; 
E'en  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 
Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath, 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high', 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death 

No  more  may  fear  to  die." 
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When  we  contrast  her  peaceful  exit,  in  the  full 
assurance  of  a  glorious  immortality,  with  the  de- 
parture of  him  who  dies  as  the  fool  dieth,  with  a 
fearful  looking  for  of  judgment  and  fiery  indigna- 
tion, who  can  forbear  ejaculating  from  the  involun- 
tary gushings  of  a  full  heart,  "Let  me  die  the  death 
of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his  ?■" 

But  that  our  hope  of  dying  the  death  of  the 
righteous  may  not  be  baseless  and  visionary,  we 
must  live  his  life ;  for  he  who  will  not  consent  to 
forego  the  pleasures  of  sin,  can  have  no  well- 
grounded  expectation  of  reaping  the  rewards  of 
the  faithful.  "  He  that  would  be  my  disciple,"  says 
the  Saviour  of  the  world,  "  must  deny  himself  daily, 
and  take  up  his  cross  and  follow  me ;"  and,  "  Be 
thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I  will  give  thee  a 
crown  of  life,"  is  the  solemn  exhortation  and  gra- 
cious assurance  of  the  blessed  Spirit.  This  required 
self-denial  and  persevering  fidelity  were  beautifully 
illustrated  in  the  life  of  her  wThose  loss  we  deplore 
in  common  with  her  family  and  the  church. 

She  was  a  faithful  and  devoted  Christian.  This 
concise  remark  embraces  a  wide  range  of  duties, 
and  opens  a  field  which  we  shall  be  able  this  morn- 
ing but  indifferently  to  explore ;  we  can  but  enter 


the  enclosure,  and  allude  to  a  few  of  the  more  pro- 
minent productions  of  that  garden  of  God,  a  well- 
cultivated  Christian  mind. 

Religion  was  with  her  a  positive  principle.  When, 
in  the  early  years  of  her  married  life,  she  first  be- 
came seriously  concerned  about  her  soul's  welfare, 
and  determined  to  seek  redemption  in  the  blood  of 
Christ,  she  conferred  not  with  flesh  and  blood ;  she 
listened  not  to  the  counsels  of  her  spiritual  adver- 
saries, she  gave  no  heed  to  the  deceitful  voice  of 
procrastination,  but,  obedient  to  the  imperative  com- 
mands of  the  Scriptures,  she  fled  from  the  wrath  to 
come  while  it  was  called  to-day,  and  sought  to  lay 
hold  on  the  hope  set  before  her  in  the  gospel. 
Learning  from  the  word  of  God,  and  from  the 
mouths  of  his  faithful  people,  of  the  exalted  privi- 
leges of  the  Christian,  she  struggled  and  agonized 
amid  anxiety  and  sorrow  until  the  long-sought  bless- 
ing was  obtained.  Then  darkness  and  doubt  fled 
away  before  the  brightness  of  the  Saviour's  ap- 
pearing, the  dungeon  of  her  mind  flamed  with  the 
light  of  the  blessed  Spirit,  and  she  was  able  at  last, 
with  the  warmth  and  fervour  of  first  love  from  a 
glad  heart  and  free,  to  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  our 
beautiful  hymn,- — 
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"  My  God  is  reconciled, 

His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear ; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child, 

I  can  no  longer  fear  : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry." 

At  the  outset  of  her  Christian  career  she  deter- 
mined not  to  be  satisfied  with  the  form  while  desti- 
tute of  the  power  of  godliness.  Nor  was  this  reso- 
lution fleeting  in  its  character;  it  continued  in  all 
its  freshness  and  vigour  through  life.  And  as  this 
spirit  was  retained,  alike  in  every  vicissitude,  in 
adversity  and  prosperity,  in  sickness  and  in  health, 
so  she  uniformly  possessed  the  exalted  blessings  of 
deep-toned  piety,  the  abiding  presence  of  the  blessed 
Spirit,  and  intimate  communion  with  her  God. 

But  religion  was  in  her  heart  a  fruitful  as  well 
as  a  positive  principle.  She  was  covetous  of  time, 
and  economized  it  with  careful  anxiety,  gathering 
up  the  fragments,  that  nothing  might  be  lost.  She 
rose  to  her  duties  with  the  early  morning,  and, 
while  others  were  merged  in  sleep, 

"  in  dead  oblivion  losing  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  life," 

she  had  already  commended  her  family  to  God  and 
assumed  the  care  of  her  household,  forecasting  with 


singular  prudence,  that  she  might  devote  the  more 
time  to  the  cultivation  of  the  Christian  graces  in 
her  own  heart ;  to  visiting  the  sick,  to  the  relief  of 
the  poor,  to  building  up  the  cause  of  God,  and 
winning  souls  to  Christ.  Her  hand  was  open  as 
daj  to  the  claims  of  melting  charity; 

"  Large  was  her  bounty,  and  her  soul  sincere." 

Like  an  angel  of  mercy  she  visited  the  bed-side 
of  the  sick,  ministering  to  the  wants  of  the  living, 
and  smoothing  the  pillow  of  the  dying :  misery  and 
want  fled  from  her  presence — flowers  sprung  up  in 
her  footsteps — and  the  blessings  of  those  ready  to 
perish  have  been  lavished  upon  her  when  she 
soothed  the  widow's  heart,  and  wiped  away  the 
orphan's  tears.  Influenced  by  the  will  of  God, 
and  animated  by  the  hallowed  motive  of  obe- 
dience, she  fearlessly  encountered  every  peril  inci- 
dent to  the  performance  of  duty.  When  engaged 
in  obedience  to  the  behests  of  Heaven,  alike  to  her 
were  storm  and  sunshine,  alike  the  summer's  heat 
and  winter's  cold,  alike  the  pure  bracing  air  of 
heaven  and  the  confined,  pestilential  atmosphere 
of  the  sick  room.  It  was  ever  her  purpose  to  do 
her  duty,  and  leave  the  event  in  the  hands  of  God. 
She  lived  not  to  herself. 
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She  was  emphatically  a  woman  of  prayer.  In 
Christ  she  had  "  boldness  and  access  with  confi- 
dence by  the  faith  of  him."  Not  only,  like  Daniel, 
evening,  morning,  and  at  noon,  but,  with  the  psalm- 
ist, seven  times  a  day,  did  she  bow  before  her  God, 
like  pious  Anna,  "  serving  him  with  fastings  and 
prayer,  night  and  day."  In  our  social  meetings,  you 
will  bear  me  witness,  her  voice  was  often  heard 
pleading  with  affecting  simplicity  and  earnestness 
for  the  outpouring  of  the  Spirit  upon  the  church, 
for  the  confirmation  and  building  up  of  believers 
in  their  most  holy  faith,  and  for  the  awakening 
and  conversion  of  those  who,  having  wandered  in 
the  darkness  of  error's  night  far  from  their  Father's 
house,  are  without  God  and  hope  in  the  world. 

She  was  accustomed,  on  every  occupation  that 
engaged  her  attention,  to  confer  with  her  heavenly 
Father,  and  take  counsel  from  him;  and,  while  in 
public  she  shrunk  not  from  bearing  her  cross,  she 
neglected  not  the  command  to  enter  into  her  closet. 
Seldom,  I  have  been  informed  by  those  most  fami- 
liar with  her  daily  habits,  when  duty  required  her 
absence  from  home,  did  she  depart  or  return  with- 
out entering  into  her  chamber  to  pray.  And  night 
and  day,  "in  season,  out  of  season,"  has  her  house- 
hold been  accustomed  to  hear  her  voice  ascending 
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to  Him  that  heareth  prayer,  in  fervent  and  importu- 
nate supplication  for  the  blessing  and  guidance  of 
the  Holy  Spirit. 

She  was  devotedly  attached  to  her  Bible.  She 
studied,  loved,  and  reverenced  the  word  of  God. 
It  was  the  man  of  her  counsel,  and  the  guide  of 
her  life.  Previous  to  her  conversion,  she  had  expe- 
rienced the  inability  of  the  world  to  soothe  the 
anguish  of  bereavement,  or  to  furnish  any  solace 
in  affliction.  The  world,  with  its  flattering  pro- 
mises, had  wooed  her  to  its  enjoyments ;  and  her 
natural  disposition  inclined  her  to  listen  to  its  siren 
voice;  but  when  the  arrow  was  sped  that  pierced 
the  rosebud  upon  her  bosom,  in  the  hour  of  her 
desolation  she  was  convinced  of  its  deceitfulness. 
Thenceforth  she  turned  to  her  God  and  her  Bible, 
with  the  abiding  belief  that  the  world  was  all 

"  A  wildering  maze, 
Where  sin  has  track'd  ten  thousand  ways, 

Her  victims  to  ensnare  ; 
All  broad,  and  winding,  and  aslope, 
All  tempting  with  perfidious  hope, 

All  ending  in  despair. 

Millions  of  pilgrims  throng  those  roads, 
Bearing  their  baubles,  or  their  loads, 
Down  to  eternal  night : 
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One  humble  path,  that  never  bends, 
Narrow,  and  rough,  and  steep,  ascends 
From  darkness  into  light. 

There  is  a  guide  to  show  that  path  : 
The  Bible  : — He  alone,  who  hath 
The  Bible,  need  not  stray." 

Actuated  by  these  sentiments,  she  studied  that 
precious  book  with  diligence  and  care.  Her  fre- 
quent prayers  were  usually  accompanied  by  reading 
some  select  portion  of  the  sacred  volume  ;  and  after 
her  eyes  required  the  assistance  of  glasses,  the 
habitual  depository  of  one  pair  was  upon  the  well- 
used  Bible  in  her  private  apartment,  that,  as  she 
passed  by  in  the  duties  of  her  household,  she  might 
at  any  moment  be  able  to  open  the  word  of  God, 
and  refresh  her  heart  with  some  of  its  many  pre- 
cious and  consoling  promises.  And  doubtless  the 
volume  so  often  perused  upon  her  knees,  and  mois- 
tened with  her  tears,  embalmed  in  the  precious 
remembrances  of  a  sainted  mother,  will  be  cherished 
as  a  hallowed  treasure  by  her  children. 

She  possessed  the  missionary  spirit.  Liberal  in 
her  offerings  to  send  the  gospel  to  the  heathen 
world,  and  to  reclaim  them  who  sit  in  darkness  and 
the  shadow  of  death,  she  was  personally  engaged 
in  the  same  hallowed  employment,  within  the  sphere 
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in  which  she  circulated.  It  was  her  delight  to  do 
good  to  the  souls  as  well  as  the  bodies  of  her  fellow- 
creatures  ;  and  while  engaged  in  ministering  to  their 
temporal  wants,  she  neglected  not  their  spiritual 
welfare.  "While  she  gave  them  liberally  of  the 
bread  that  perisheth,  she  earnestly  admonished  them 
of  their  need  of  the  bread  that  cometh  down  from 
heaven,  and  that  perisheth  not : — while  she  clothed 
the  naked,  she  urged  them  to  seek  for  the  garment 
of  salvation;  and  while  she  sought  to  relieve  the 
pains  of  their  decaying  bodies,  she  told  them  of  the 
balm  of  Gilead  and  of  the  heavenly  Physician. 

She  was  accustomed  to  visit  the  residences  of 
many  who  neglected  the  great  salvation,  and  affec- 
tionately entreat  them  to  attend  the  means  of  grace ; 
not  unfrequently  calling  for  them  on  her  way,  that 
she  might  induce  them  to  accompany  her  to  the 
place  of  wrorship.  And  there  are  living  witnesses 
within  the  sound  of  my  voice,  who  are  trophies  of 
her  faithfulness  and  truth,  and  who,  did  the  decorum 
of  the  service  permit,  w7ould  rise  and  testify,  that 
through  her  instrumentality  they  were  induced  to 
seek  the  Lord,  in  wdiom  they  have  found  forgive- 
ness and  peace. 

She  loved  the  church,  and  all  the  exercises  of  the 
sanctuary.     She  was  faithful  in  her  attendance  upon 
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all  the  means  of  grace,  in  her  class-room,  at  our 
prayer-meetings,  at  lectures ;  and  in  the  great  con- 
gregation her  place  was  rarely  seen  vacant.  In  all 
these  respects  she  was  one  of  the  most  particular 
among  us;  and  perhaps  I  should  not  err  in  de- 
scribing her  as  the  most  punctual  member  of  our 
society.  Ardently  was  she  attached  to  the  cause 
of  God,  and  sincerely  did  she  rejoice  in  its  pros- 
perity. 

I  need  not  remind  you,  that  she  was  among  the 
small  number  who  united  to  establish  the  church  in 
which  we  are  now  assembled.  When  that  devoted 
band,  in  the  face  of  misguided,  though  honest  oppo- 
sition, first  launched  their  bark  upon  the  waves,  and 
gave  it  to  the  God  who  rides  upon  the  whirlwind 
and  directs  the  storm,  with  the  high  resolve,  if  it 
foundered  among  the  breakers,  it  should  go  down 
with  every  threadbare  sail  stretched  to  the  wind, 
every  man  at  his  post,  and  the  blood-stained  flag 
nailed  to  the  mast,  she  participated  in  their  noble 
determinations,  and,  with  the  same  high  and  holy 
purpose,  gave  all  her  energies  to  promote  its  pros- 
perity and  success.  And  we  are  grateful  that  she 
was  permitted  to  survive  until  the  establishment  of 
this  her  favourite  church  was  divested  of  the  cha- 
racter of  an  experiment,  and  marked,  by  the  blessing 
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of  God,  with  so  many  decided  indications  of  his 
approbation. 

Thus  have  we  attempted  to  portray  some  of  the 
Christian  graces  that  distinguished  our  departed 
friend.  Of  her  faults  and  imperfections  (and  who 
is  infallible,  save  God  alone?)  none  were  more  con- 
scious than  herself;  but  of  them  we  have  not 
spoken,  for  we  see  them  not  in  the  darkness  of 
the  grave. 

She  is  gone  ;  and  to  her  the  bitterness  of  death  is 
past.  The  veteran  soldier,  victorious  in  a  hundred 
fights,  has  put  off  the  helmet  and  taken  the  crown ; 
the  robes  of  righteousness  have  been  exchanged  for 
the  spotless  garment  of  salvation,  and  the  sword  of 
the  Spirit  for  the  palm  of  victory,  which  she  now 
waves  before  the  throne.  "  I  heard  a  voice  from 
heaven  saying  unto  me  :" — "  These  are  they  who 
have  w  ashed  their  robes,  and  made  them  white  in 
the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  Therefore  are  they  before 
the  throne  of  God,  and  serve  him  day  and  night  in 
his  temple :  and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall 
dwell  among  them.  They  shall  hunger  no  more, 
neither  thirst  any  more  ;  neither  shall  the  sun  light 
on  them,  nor  any  heat.  For  the  Lamb  which  is  in 
the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  feed  them,  and  shall 
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lead  them  unto  living  fountains  of  waters  :  and  God 
shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes." 

Death  is  emphatically  the  king  of  terrors  to  the 
unprepared ; 

"  Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  death ;" 

the  natural  heart  impulsively  shrinks  back  from 
his  cold  embrace  ;  and  the  dark  dreariness  of  the 
sepulchre  is  repulsive,  abhorrent,  and  dreadful  to 
the  feelings  in  the  hour  of  cool  reflection.  I  am 
not  unaware  that  cases  have  occurred  in  which 
men  have  met,  nay,  braved  death  with  apparent 
fearlessness.  In  moments  of  high  excitement,  in 
the  collision  of  opposing  armies,  they  have  fre- 
quently bared  their  bosoms  unhesitatingly  to  the 
shock  of  his  fatal  dart,  and  rushed  into  the  very 
arms  of  the  monster ;  but  it  was  when  every  manly 
principle  was  stirred  within  the  bosom  to  resist  the 
oppressor,  or  to  turn  back  the  tide  of  battle ;  and 
withal  there  was  living  hope  in  the  breasts  of  the 
actors  that  they  would  escape  the  arrows  of  the 
destroyer.  But  calmly  to  look  death  in  the  face 
when  every  hope  has  departed — in  the  quietude  of 
a  sick  bed,  and  in  the  solemn  silence  of  our  own 
chamber,  to  behold  him  approaching  with  slow,  but 
unremitting  progress,  and  to  calculate  with  certainty 
the  moment  when  his  arrow  will  reach  the  heart, 
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and  the  "  silver  cord  be  loosed"  and  the  "  golden 
bowl  broken/'  requires  the  aid  of  grace,  and  the 
power  of  living  faith  in  the  Son  of  God. 

"  Come  to  the  bridal  chamber,  death ! 
Come  to  the  mother,  when  she  feels, 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-born's  breath  ; 
Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke, 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke  ; 
Come  in  comsumption's  ghastly  form, 
The  earthquake  shock,  the  ocean  storm ; 
Come,  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm 
With  banquet  song,  and  dance,  and  wine, 
And  thou  art  terrible.  .  .  .  The  tear, 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier, 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 
Of  agony,  are  thine." 

But  to  him  who  can  say  with  St.  Paul,  For  "  me  to 
live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain" — to  him  who  clings 
to  the  promises  of  the  Crucified,  and  who  has  a  hope 
full  of  immortality  in  his  bosom — the  voice  of  death 
sounds  like  a  "prophet's  word,"  and  in  its  deep  hol- 
low tones  he  hears  afar  off  the  music  of  heaven  ;  and 
as  its  echoing  tide,  like  the  sound  of  many  waters, 
rolls  down  from  the  celestial  battlements,  he  distin- 
guishes amid  its  melody  the  invitation  of  angel  and 
archangel,  and  the  spirits  of  the  sanctified,  bidding 
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their  sister  spirit  spread  its  wings  in  haste,  and 
mount  upward  to  the  presence  of  its  Redeemer,  to 
participate  with  them  in  the  joys  and  the  beatitude 
of  heaven.  Come,  death,  when  his  task  of  duty  and 
suffering  is  finished — come,  when  his  heart,  sancti- 
fied through  the  truth,  is  filled  with  the  fulness  of 
God,  and  his  tongue  is  lisping  the  high  praises  of 
his  Saviour,  and  thou  art  welcome  as  the  old  fami- 
liar face  of  some  long-absent  friend.  In  that  hour, 
resting  upon  the  unshaken  rock  of  his  own  immor- 
tality and  in  the  immutable  promises  of  God,  he  can 
smile  at  the  approach  of  death,  and  close  his  eyes 
in  peace,  with  the  perfect  conviction  that  he.  shall 
awake  in  the  likeness  of  his  Redeemer. 

Thus  lives,  thus  dies,  the  faithful  servant  of  God. 
"  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my 
last  end  be  like  his." 

But  though,  in  the  loss  of  our  sister,  we  sorrow 
not  as  those  without  hope — though  we  are  fully 
assured  that  our  loss  is  her  gain — yet  we  cannot 
but  remember,  that  her  gain  is  our  loss.  The  poor 
have  lost  a  friend,  who  affectionately  sympathized 
with  them  in  their  trials;  the  church  has  lost  a 
faithful  member,  who  was  ardently  devoted  to  her 
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interests ;  but  what  is  our  loss  compared  with  that 
of  her  family?  Ah  !  they  are  bereaved  and  desolate 
indeed  !  The  light  of  that  household  is  extinguished. 
The  long  and  uninterrupted  happiness  of  that  peace- 
ful, affectionate,  and  joyful  circle,  is  broken  up. 
But  are  they  entirely  without  consolation  ?  O  no : 
they  hear  a  voice  from  the  most  excellent  glory, 
saying,  in  the  language  of  heaven,  u  How  happy  are 
the  faithful  dead  \rj  If  we  believe  that  Jesus  died 
and  rose  again,  even  so  them  also  which  sleep  in 
Jesus  will  God  bring  with  him.  Comfort  ye  one 
another  with  these  words.  In  the  brightness  of  day 
the  glories  of  the  firmament  disappear,  and  the  mul- 
titude of  heavenly  orbs  that  float  through  space  are 
invisible ;  but  when  darkness  shrouds  the  earth,  the 
worlds  of  light  on  high  beam  forth  in  splendour 
and  beauty:  so,  in  the  sunlight  of  prosperity,  sur- 
rounded by  those  we  love,  we  appreciate  not  their 
excellences ;  but  when  the  clouds  gather  blackness 
and  gloom,  and  the  light  of  our  prosperity  departs — 
when  those  we  love  are  removed  from  us — then  we 
become  apprized  of  their  peculiar  virtues,  and  feel 
the  value  of  those  of  whom  we  have  been  bereft. 

May  this  affliction  be  so  sanctified  to  us  and  the 
bereaved  family,  that  we  may  be  stirred  up  to  re- 
newed diligence  and  increased  watchfulness,  that, 
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when  the  Master  calls,  we  may  not  be  found  sleep- 
ing ;  and  may  her  virtues,  brightened  by  the  present 
gloom  that  rests  upon  her  family,  stand  out  in  bolder 
prominence,  as  beacon  lights  to  guide  her  children 
in  the  way  of  light  and  life. 

Neither  they  nor  we  have  lost  the  benefit  of  her 
counsels  or  example ;  "  For  being  dead,  she  yet 
speaketh."  She  this  morning  addresses  this  large 
and  attentive  audience,  and  speaks  of  the  frailty  and 
shortness  of  life.  A  voice  comes  from  the  tomb, 
admonishing  us  of  our  mortality,  and  bidding  us 
prepare  to  meet  our  God.  How  frail  is  our  hold 
•upon  life  !  there  is  but  a  step  between  us  and  death. 
How  brief  a  period  has  elapsed  since  one  now  in 
the  grave  was  among  us  in  the  vigour  of  health, 
and  in  the  midst  of  her  usefulness !  What  a  prac- 
tical illustration  of  the  very  truth  we  are  endea- 
vouring; to  enforce  does  this  circumstance  furnish  !* 
While  discoursing  to  you  of  the  uncertainty  of  life, 
and  of  the  frail  tenure  by  which  we  hold  our  exist- 
ence, a  message  comes  to  one  of  our  hearers,  sum- 
moning  her  to  the  bedside  of  a  dying  friend.  Thus 
we  pass  away.  How  numerous  are  the  admonitions 
we  receive  that  this  earth  is  not  our  abiding  place 

*  The  preacher  was  requested  to  give  notice,  that  a  dying  person  desired  to 
t  lacy  W£.g  was  supposed  to  be  in  the  congregation. 
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or  continuing  city!  The  doings  of  death  are  seen 
around  us  daily,  and  the  world  is  filled  with  mourn- 
ers. How  many  firesides  are  dark  to-day,  which 
were  once  light  with  the  sunshine  of  happy  faces ! 
And  how  many  houses  are  silent,  that  were  once 
vocal  with  the  glad  voices  of  childhood!  From 
every  rank  and  age  death  selects  his  victims  ;  "  Our 
fathers,  where  are  they  ?  and  the  prophets,  do  they 
live  for  ever?"  Where  are  those  who  once  filled 
the  places  we  now  occupy?  Where  the  unnumbered 
millions  who  once  crowded  the  banks  of  the  stream 
of  time  ?  The  river  still  flows  on,  and  we  can  almost 
hear  its  rushing  current  as  it  sweeps  along;  but 
where  are  they  who  once  dwelt  upon  its  banks? 
They  have  gone  down  to  people  the  mansions  of 
•  the  dead. ;  and  as  we  succeeded  them,  so  we  shall 
soon  give  place  to  others.  When  this  will  be,  we 
cannot  tell.  Death  usually  comes  when  least  ex- 
pected either  by  his  victims  or  others ;  and  while 
we  are  flattering  ourselves  with  dreams  of  long-  life 
and  many  days,  he  may  be  standing  at  our  elbow, 
laughing  at  our  arithmetic,  and  in  the  very  act  of 
striking  the  blow  that  will  summon  us  to  the  judg- 
ment, seat  of  God.  How  unexpectedly  did  the  death 
of  the  deceased  come,  both  upon  her  friends  and 
family !     So  brief  the   notice   of  her  danger — so 
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startling  the  news,  "  She  is  dead" — that  it  was  like 
the  down-pouring  of  the  mountain  torrent,  or  the 
suddenness  of  a  total  eclipse  on  a  noontide  summer's 
day.  The  circumstances  that  have  occurred  to 
others  may  happen  to  you;  the  world  is  full  of 
change,  and  sicknes  s,  and  death.  "Prepare  to  meet 
thy  God."  Hark!  she  yet  speaketh.  Her  spirit, 
from  the  tomb,  more  eloquent  than  living  lips,  ad- 
dresses you :  "Children,  you  who  are  now  blessed 
with  affectionate  parents,  may  soon  be  orphans — 
parents,  you  may  soon  be  childless — husbands,  you 
may  soon  be  robbed  of  the  delight  of  your  eyes; 
and  you  who  are  happy  wives  may  soon  be  mourn- 
ing' and  disconsolate  widows.  O  seek  an  interest  in 
Christ,  that,  when  earthly  friends  fail,  you  may  have 
a  friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother,  and  that, 
when  you  fail  upon  the  earth,  lie  may  receive  you 
to  everlasting  habitations." 

Hark  !  she  speaks  to  the  church  :  "  Men  of  Israel, 
daughters  of  Zion,  keep  your  lamps  trimmed  and 
your  lights  burning:  ye  know  neither  the  day  nor 
the  hour  wherein  the  Son  of  man  cometh.  Watch 
for  souls,  as  they  that  must  give  account.  And  what- 
soever thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might." 

Hark  again!  she  yet  speaketh.  In  language  of 
deep  sympathy  and  tenderness  she  accosts  her  fa- 
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mily — her  mourning,  bereaved,  and  afflicted  family  : 
"  Widowed  partner,"  she  says, — "  widowed  partner 
of  my  affections,  sorrow  not,'  even  as  others  which 
have  no  hope.  There  is  a  day  coming  when  we 
shall  meet  again,  to  part  no  Are  for  ever.  Orphan 
children,"  she  says,  in  a  voice  of  anxious  solicitude, 
"  orphan  children,  weep  not  for  me  ;  cherish  in  your 
memories  the  many  exhortations  to  faithfulness 
which  I  have  given  you,  and  especially  treasure  in 
your  hearts  my  last  and  dying  counsel.  It  remains 
for  you,  by  faithfulness  unto  death,  to  enable  me  to 
rise  in  the  judgment  and  say,  Here,  Lord,  am  I,  and 
the  children  thou  hast  given  me.  While  I  was  with 
them  in  the  world  I  kept  them  in  thy  name :  those 
which  thou  gavest  me  I  have  kept,  and  none  of  them 
is  lost.  O  my  children,  guard  with  all  the  power 
of  watchfulness  and  prayer  against  the  allurements 
of  the  world ;  and  strive  with  untiring  diligence  for 
clean  hearts  and  right  spirits,  that  you  may  secure 
a  place  among  the  blessed  throng  where  I  am  now 
with  Jesus." 

Her  voice  ceases  audibly  to  address  you — it  dies 
away  in  the  distance,  and  is  hushed  in  the  stillness 
of  the  grave :  nevertheless,  we  doubt  not  her  spirit 
will  still  rejoice  in  your  prosperity;  and  may  the 
savour  of  her  example,  and  the  memory  of  her 


24 


reward,  successfully  guide  you  to  the  mansions  on 


high,  eternal  in  the  heavens ! 


Farewell,  sister,  mother,  wife,  friend !  Thou  art 
at  rest  from  the  sorrows  and  tribulations  of  life. 
Though  thy  body  is  mouldering  in  the  grave,  and 
in  companionship  with  the  worm.  *  joice  in  the 
consoling  thought,  thai  thy  soul  is  in  sweet  commu- 
nion with  t lie  !  I  the  spirits  of  the  sancti- 
fied. There  rest  thee!  Thy  record  is  on  high,  and 
thy  virtues  and  thy  counsel  cherished  here  in  the 
memories  of  those  who  now  call  thee  blessed  ! 


It  is  perhaps  clue  to  himself  that  the  author  of  the  foregoing 
diseourse  should  say,  that  when  it  was  prepared  it  was  without 
the  remotest  thought  of  publication.  After  its  delivery,  being 
almost  entirely  extempore,  it  was  dismissed  from  the  mind,  until, 
at  the  request  of  friends,  he  consented  to  publish.  He  then  en- 
deavoured to  recall,  as  nearly  as  possible,  the  substance,  as  well 
as  the  exact  phraseology,  of  the  address  ;  in  the  former  he  thinks 
he  has  succeeded,  though  he  may  have  failed  in  the  latter. 

Under  the  circumstances,  the  popular  style  of  the  pulpit  has 
been  preserved,  the  author  not  deeming  himself  at  liberty  to  change 
the  discourse  in  this  respect  to  what  it  might  have  been  had  he 
anticipated  its  appearance  in  print. 


